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lustily in welcome. Bid the Court assemble to-night
in the throne-room, and look to it that the apart-
ment be well strewn with the best roses procurable.
Command the confectioners to send up their most
entrancing sweetmeats, and proclaim from the
housetops, in your most ear-splitting voice, the coming
of Mumtaz and the narration of her story "

cc Your Majesty," stammered the Grand Vizier,
" the royal treasury has become somewhat depleted of
late owing to the building of five new palaces. The
experses incurred during our recent war have yet to
be met, and ..."

ic Enough,^ shouted the King, fc or by the one-
eyed cow of the Temple of Lantock you shall be
made to suffer for your untimely revelations ! "

" Most gracious King," said the Grand Vizier^
" 1 hasten to obey your commands," and with a low
bow Boobeejee retired from his Majesty^s presence.

When the evening came the King sat on his ivory
throne caressing the now lovely Fatima, while his
courtiers, laughing and talking, reclined on a thick
carpet of fragrant roses.

Presently Mumtaz, apparelled in a network of
jewels, advanced toward the throne and made a low
obeisance.

"Where is your husband ? " inquired the King.

" He awaits without, your Majesty, and craves that
you will graciously pardon him for not appearing
before you until I have told my story."